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nothing but these singers, yellow in face, and
clothed in two shades of yellow. About two
hundred monks from Cambodia and Siam,
dedicated to the guardianship of the sacred
ruins, live there in continual prayer, chanting
night and day before this heaped-up mountain
of titanic stones.
The arrival of our carts, however, and our
oxen and drivers interrupts for a moment their
peaceful contemplation. To give us welcome
two from amongst them descend from their
perched-up houses, and, with polls shining in the
sunlight, advance to meet us, without haste or
embarrassment, in the overpowering heat which
now falls perpendicularly upon the earth, and
which the earth gives back with added un-
wholesomeness and moisture.
They offer us as lodging the large shelter
provided for the use of the faithful during the
pilgrimages. Raised on piles like the houses, it
consists of a kind of open-work floor with a roof
of thatch supported by pillars of reddish wood*
It boasts no wall, and to screen us, night and
day, we have only the transparent curtains of
our mosquito nets. By way of furniture there
is nothing but an old Buddhist altar, with gods
of fading gold, before which little heaps of
58